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From a Cu
By HAMILTON PELTZ.
NTERVIEWS? When one well nigh

J has rounded out four decades of newspaperhustling at home and afield it
would be strange if he had not met
through the medium of the interview
many celebrities, some statesmen, a host
of near statesmen and not a few charlatans.demagogues and crooks.
The qualities that used to make for successfulinterviewing? They are not unlike

those essentia! to good salesmanship. As-
suranee, address, patience, personality, resourcefulness.these,plus such a faculty
of memory, of perspective and of accuracyas may enable the interviewer Justly
to sift the wheat from the chaff without
invoking "a correction" and without pullinga pencil during the interviewing process.The latter slavish expedient often is
disconcerting to the interviewed and not
infrequently has wrecked a promising
prospect.
The writer's first outstanding triumph,

however, owed its success less to such desirableattribute® than to two quite extraneousfactors not necessarily correlated.
The star reporter chanced to choose for
one of his periodic alcoholic lapses the
hour best fitted to advance the fledgling
fortunes of the cub reporter. And, secondly,the cub reporter had been singularlyfortuitous in the choice of his paternalgrandfather.

"Pigiron"* Kelley in the early eighties
was the pet of Pennsylvania Republicanism.For years he had been the "Father
t>i nit- nouse .me uncle Joe uannon or
an earlier era. To be sure he had been
christened William and he had graced the
bench; so he was Judge Kelley on occasions
of ceremony. But Pennsylvania Republicansover whom he held sway less potent
only than that of Senator Matt Quay loved
to call him "Pigiron" Kelley. He was ever

forcing the fight for the nurturing through
a high protective tariff of those infant Industriesthe fruitage of which has yielded
to the great Keystone State its Andrew
Carnegie, its Charles M Schwab and a

bumper crop of other multi-millionaires.
"Pigiron" Kelley was wont to visit Europeduring the recesses of Congress. He

us* d to return to his worshipful Philadelphiaconstituency bristling with fresh amlir
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b Reporter's
munition . hot shot wherewith from his.
vantage point of Houxe leader to bombard
the batteries of the misguided anti-protectionminorities during the coming session.
The woes of European cheap labor, childrenin the mills eking out a paltry pittance,women in Belgium forging chains
at starvation wages.these were the horrii'leexamplfe he delighted to denirt in
eloquent contrast to the lure of the Itepub;Mean "full dinner pail."
Few local assignments were more vital

to a Philadelphia daily journal than to interviewJudge Kelley on the homecoming
from his annual pilgrimage. Here was a

job for the star reporter. The old PhiladelphiaTimes.the Times of the venerable
Alexander K. McClure, confidant of Lin|coin.had a star reporter. Also it had a

star city editor, the late Julius Chambers,
a one time managing editor of .The New
York Herald, pioneer chief of its European
edition, and for many years a pet lieutenantof the younger Bennett.

Mr. Chambers had done his part. He
had given an "overnight assignment," but
alas, his star reporter kept a prior date
with old John Barleycorn! The weakness
was one more common to mid-Victorian
star reporters than now. And it was more

complacently condoned. If a star con.1,,1.^.1anh»lt> or.,1 !.. '

Jays four-«evenths of his time, his baiting
average was esteemed not bad.
Chambers was a nervous and emotional

as well as an efficient executive. Picture,
then, the city editor's brainstorm when,
after dark of the evening of October 24,
18S3, the star reporter flashed meteorlike
into the old sanctum at Kighth and Chestnutstreets, catapulted his umbrella at an

office boy. consigned all newspaper assignj
ments to the fires of perdition and later
curled up-in his chair and slept. The star
was lit up like a comet.

Judge Kelley had been ashore and in his
West Philadelphia home for hours. Re!porters for rival morning papers already
had hailed him and garnered their precious
sheaves. Chambers discharged a few high
explosives. His nervous fingers comt>ed
through his rumpling hair. He swept keen
eyes about the city mom and beheld that
the cun, a neophyte barely out of college,
was the sole reporter available.
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Note Book
There were hurried orders, more impatientexpletives (not at all flattering

either to star or cub) and a final injunc-
tion:

"Call a cab.and hurry!"
When a cub was instructed to "call a

cab" in those days.in Philadelphia.even
a rookie knew the case was exigent.
Half an hour later a lathered cab horse

drooped before an old fashioned home
Fortieth and Chestnut streets. With hear:

aflutter the rookie, in the throes of hbfirstmajor engagement, slipped his card to
the butler. A moment later "Pigiron"
Kelley, a sturdy veteran, confronted me
on his threshold.ra tanned face, strongly
lined but kindly and framed in a grizzled
iron gray beard. Under bushy brow«,
sharp eyes undimmed by age were studying
the name on my card. Then the great
man's glance shifted to his caller. Hi.-srutiny appraised the cub from head to
heels most disconcertingly.

"Is this your nsmc, young man?"
"Yes. sir" ' Jmidly. almost depreca'.*

ingly).
"And are v«iu by any chance a scion of

my old chum, Alexander M.. leader for his
party in Harrisburg State Senate ir.
the days of my youth?"
"My grandfather. Judge" tless'apologet-

ically and with vaunting confidence*.
"Why, damme, boy, I was a fool to ask

it! You're the living double of Alec as I
first krew and loved him."
"Pigiron" Kelley's arm was coddling my

shoulder now. He was gently urging me
tow>» I the best armchair in his dr.iwine
room. "Nothing too good ii» Bill Kelley'a
hou«e for a lad who bears that name," he
decJ tred. peering into his caller's face underthe brighter light of hi« reading lamp.
The timid intruder had become a welcome
guest. To an old man he had brought
back fond memories of the dear, dead days
f long ago.
Well. Judge Kelley and his guest chatedchummily for an hour and more.

Pwice the happy host summoned his butiler to fetch a fresh bottle of White Seal.
The Judge mellowed sweetly under Its
warming influence. The cub sipped sparingly.fearing to impair his undisciplined
faculties. The high protection champion
fain would squander those precious moments.He would revel in the past, indulgingreminiscence of a grandsire whose
memory I honored but who had died in
the harness at thirty, in my own father's
infancy. The cub was keen to get down
to the vital, flitting present.
At last the Interviewer won. The Judge

tapped his reservoir of recent experiences
and there welled forth, bubbling, effervescentwith humor, a bounteous, sparkling
font of ideal newspaper "stuff."
A covert glance at the mantel clock

warned me. It was 10:30. I had not dared
pull a pencil lest' it congeal the Judge's
splendid flow of narrative. But the novice
was taxing memory to register every spokenfact and fancy, though coupled with
Old World names a'nd places strange often
to the ear of untraveled youth.
"Good night" came all too soon, but not

without his urge to future hospitalities,
not without final pledge to Auld Lang
ityne. This last was my stirrup cup, so to
iipeak.
A weary cabby and hiS dozing cob

prodded into action, a Jehu like gallop
across the Schuylkill and down Chestnut
street and I dashed up stairs to a now
humming city room.
Mr. Chambers was watching the clock,

pacing the floor. With a visible effort at
restraint he spoke, not unkindly but in a

snappy staccato:
"Well, my boy. did he see you?"
"Yes, sir."
"And do you think you can write enough

to cover us?"
"Yes, sir; detail an office t>oy to stand

by and I'll unload it page by page."
.in i ii.uiii>i-i> emnea waniy. nut ins

rawest recruit already was pushing a flyingpencil.this was before the day of the
now universal typewriting machine.
The city editor, ever discreet, rounded

up my first folios of copy, appraising them
almost at a glance. Then I heard his mollifiedvoice over my shoulder:
"How much of that kind of stuff can you

do before 12:SO, my boy?"
"A column or more, sir, I think."
"Bully! Go to it!"
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"A spirited tale of lore and
adrenture . . . in the days
when [lean Nash's word teas
law.".N. Y. Herald.

MY
LADY
APRIL
By JOHN OVERTON

A story of young love in
those mad, merry days
when mystery and high
adventure held full sway.
Danger, plots, tenseexcitement.aspretty a tale
of the days of Beau Nash
as ever was told. Georges
Carpentier is the hero in the
film version. $1.90.
STOKES, Publisher

Women in Love
By D. H. Lawrence

Formerly £15. now X2.50

Casanova's Homecoming
By Arthur Schnitzler

Formerly $10, now $2.50
A Young Girl's Diary

With a Preface by Sigmund Freud #5.00

Judge George W. Simpson
rendered the following verdict upon
these three books attacked by the New
York Society for the Suppression of Vice:

"I have read these books with
sedulous care. I find each is
a distinct contribution to the
literature of the day. Each
deals with one or another of
the phases of present thought."
THOMAS SELTZER

5 West 50th St., New York
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DoWe Return Again?
YEZAD
ARomance ofthe Unknown
By GEORGE BABCOCK

Will answer this question. Free from
bias. A charming and wonderful love
storj with many quaint New Englandcharacters. '

Vital! Sparkling! Winsome!
Nothing like it ever before pub-
lished. One of the greatest
imaginative stories ever told.
Order NOW I At all bookstores
480 pages. $2. | or if not from

( O-OPI KATIVi: PUBLISHING CO.,Ine.Grand Central Station, Box 251, N. Y.


